pared with the dream, and the verses would limp.

The moment I sought a pen the pleasure of the medi-
tation* which is still with me, which still endures,
would vanish. Better to ait by my window and enjoy
what remains of the mood and the memory. The
mood has nearly passed, tht1 desire of action is ap-
proaching, , . , I would give much for another
memory, but memory may not be beckoned, and my
mind is dark now, dark as that garden ; the swaying,
fan-like bough by my window is nearly one mats of
green; the last sparrow has fallen asleep, I hear
nothing, * . , I hear a horse trotting in the Strand*c tout." Yes, it was he who wrote the article
